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Paterfamilias: “Lucky beggar! He can always make both ends meet.”

HER PAPA’'S GIRL

The woolng had progressed splendid-
ly. It had even progressed to a point
where she hed been won—that Is, osten-
sibly won. If she proved to be a truthful
girl, she would, in time, be the wife. If
she wers not truthful—well, no man
wants & wife who Is pot truthful. That's
the way some men consols themaseives
when they fali to marry.

But she seemed to be truthfol, and as
be drew her closer to him he whispered:

“And when we are married, dearest,
we will have the happlest home in all
the wide, wide world.”

“Yes, George,” she replied, .

“Thers can never be & harsh word in
our home."

“No, George.”

“And when I coms home tired and
worn out with work et the office and
the worries of businesa you'll be kind
to me."

“Y-e-8, George.”

“l knew you would. Yeu'll goothe ma
and put me in better humor."

“Y-e-e-5; but I may, Georgel”

“Y-e-3, dearest.”

“Why shouldn't you do = littls of this
yourself T

*Why, darling—""

*Yes, that's all right. But to come
right down to business, as papa says—
why shouldn't you also be kind to me
when things go wrong? I don't want to
do It all, you know. You're not looking
for a private nurse, nre you?"

“Why, Mabell"

“When the cook leaves unexpectadly to
£9 to the bedslae of her second cousin you
might bs just a trifle considerats, you
know."

“How strangely you talk, petl”

“Well, they siy I'm papa's gitl, you
know, and I notlce when anyons tries
to make a bargaln with him he gener-
ally gets some stipulatiopns to his own
interest put In, just as a precautlon!”—
London Tit-Blts.

Om the Ladder.
Most men climblong up life's ladder
Cannot seem (0 see the ground,
Thinking they are =0 exalted
‘When they reach the second round.

—New York Herald.
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The Stage Manager:
Barnstorm: *That's fine. 1 need &

"As Bigged Is sick, you will have to play Sumson to-: yid
k, By o play _m:ht.
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KEEP YOUR
NEEDLES IN.

GO ON GET
vour BacKUP.

A PERSONAL FAVOR

One of the most picturesque figures of
the New York bar was the late Thomnsa
Nolan, a lawyer, whose witty retorts
furnished subjects for merriment at
many a lawyers' gathering, Now, No-
lan was at one tims counsel for a poor
widow who was sulng = comstruction
company for the death of her husband.
The casa had been placed upon the “day
calendar," but had been frequently poet-
poned, and Mrs, Moriarity, by the time
she had made her fifth call, was In
an exceedingly disturbed frame of mind,
consequently the tones of Nolan's rich
brogus werse moro than usually fervid
as he fought agalnst the gizxth afdjourn-
ment.

“1 am sorry.” sald Justice Dugre, *but
your opponent has shown me good cause
for the adjournment, Mr. Nolan, aud
the cass will, therefore, go over till to-
morrow.”

“Very well, sor,” sald tha barrister,
sweetly, “but might [ ask wan personal
favor of this court?”

“Certainly, slr, with pleasure.”

“Wil your honor kindly shitep down
to my office and just tell Mrs Morlarity
that you have adjourned the case?’'—
Buccess,

Sising Him Tp.

“Yery well, you may make a sult for
me," suid Blopay, “but how long will it
take you?™

“About a week,” replied ths tallor.

“Positively? A friend of mine who
recommended me here told me you sel-
dom dellvered suits on time.”

“He was right. We only dellver them C.
0, D.”—Philadelphia Ledger.

The Simian Retort.

First Soclety Monkey: *Ah, Jocko is so
original"

Second! Soclety Monkey:
done now T

Flrst Soclety Monkey: “Glven a dinner
to some educated human belngs.”"—Louis-
ville Courier-Journal

“What has he

Tla Hobo:
The Boy:
hobos."

Policeman: *“What-makes you think this dog was stolen from a lady 7
“Because I walked down Woodward avenus with It, and It stopped In

Detective:

“Little boy, s your dog well tiained ™"
*Yes; he knows enough to keep away from polson fvy, mushrooms and

A CLEW.

front of all the store windowa."—Detroit Free Preas

ONE ON THE MULE

Willam H. Taft, Becretury of War,
weighs 28 pounds. Hls predecessor in of-
fice, Elihu Root, tips the scales at only
half that figure,

When Eecretary Taft was Clvll Gevernor
of the Philipplnes his health was sadly
mndermined. He was laboring under great
responsibility In governing the archipel-
2z, whers conditions wers yet so dis-
turbed as to give Secr=tary Root and Pres.
ident Roosevelt much comcern. Mr. Hoot
therefore requested Judge Taft to keep
him rdvised by the new Pacific cable as to
the stats of hiz health. Ome day this mes-
cags came to Mr. Root from Governor
Taft at Benguet, In the mountains near
Manfia:

“Rode ten miles on a mule to-day. Am
feeling much hetter, TAFT.”

Mr. Root chuckled and doubled with
mirth in the chalr which Secretary Taft
has gince disearded as too small. He die-
tated this reply:

“Tafl, Benguet:
how is the mule?

Giad to hear ft. but
ROOT."

Candor.

*“T understand that you went to Bligeins
to borrow money 2

“Yes."” answered ths amiable but impe-
cunjous man.

“What's the trouble? Have [ ever re-
fosed you anything™

*“No.”

“Then why dldn’t you coms to me™

"“Well. the truth In, you're so casy that
there's no sport In L.

Confusing.

“Tt Is very easy to be misled nowalays,”
mid Miss Cayenne,

“In what way ™"

“When yvou smell gasollne you can't tell
whether a4 person has been cleaning his
gloves or riding In an automoblle.'—
Washington Star,




